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The 52nd Hunger Games 

So, I really NEED more characters. I need more boys, and some younger 
characters. I realize you want them to win, so they have to be 
strong, but I can't let all of them survive the bloodbath. So submit 
extra characters ! I want to do the reapings in one or two sets, but I 
can't. MORE SUBMISSIONS WOULD BE APPRECIATED. But! Anyway, it's 
TUESDAY!, so I HAVE to update! I have no content on my story at ALL! 
ONWARD . 

District 1 Reapings 
Natalia Jones POV 

"Alice! Nadia! STOP IT!" I yelled as my five year old siblings ran 
around our house. "You two are making so much noise!" I screamed in 
frustration. My twin siblings, Alice and Nadia are sooooo annoying, I 
really don't hate them, but they can just be loud. I actually dyed my 
hair their favorite colors. On the left side of my hair, the ends of 
my hair are red, for it's Alice's favorite color. On the right side 
of my dark black hair, the ends are icey blue, like my eyes, because 
it's Nadia's favorite color. I didn't have a problem there, I loved 
my siblings. They were the only thing I had. My mother was obsessed 
with my father's disappearance. He left us when I was 11. I knew him 
only as an alcoholic. He just disappeared. I always figured that he 
didn't love us. Mom doesn't believe me. 

The reaping came along like it does every year. I put on my purple 
dress, a combination of Alice's red and Nadia's blue dresses. We 
walked together to the reaping, but they went with my mom to the 
spectator stands, while I went to stand with the other 17 year 
olds . 

"Good morning ladies and gentlemen" said the lady with purple hair, I 
never bothered to learn her name. "Let's pick the girl's first this 



year" she said. I was a little nervous, as if I got picked, then my 
sister's may die. I held my breath as she said the name. "Natalia 
Jones" she said. I let out my breath, and my heart skipped a beat. 

She said my name. I began to tear up, which was rare for me. Some 
girl behind me pushed me forward. I walked up to the stage and stood 
there trying to look brave for my siblings, but all I wanted was to 
wake up from this nightmare. 

"And now for our boy." The purple hair lady said. 

Sam Kidd POV 

"And now for our boy" The purple haired lady said. I wasn't nervous 
at all. I knew that even if I was picked, someone would volunteer. 

The girl who was picked was just unlucky, as there were no volunteers 
for her because there was no girl trainee who was 18. The 18 year old 
boy trainee was standing right beside me. 

I was so busy staring into space, that I didn't even hear the name. 
The 18 year old trainee Zachary looked at me and said "That's you 
buddy boy." He smiled at me and I realized that he didn't volunteer 
because he wanted me to go into the games. When I was 16 I beat him 
in a fight in front of the administrator of the Training center. A 
couple months ago, I broke my leg, and he began top of the list for 
people to volunteer. Giving him a dirty look, I walked up to the 
podium with the girl, Natalia I think was her name. I smiled at her, 
looking braver than I felt. There were tears in her eyes and I saw 
her staring at two twin girls. I felt a pang of sympathy, but shoved 
it away. 

Everyone was an enemy, and if I wanted to win, then I was going to 
have to fight. I looked back over at the crowd of people. I took the 
mic from the purple haired lady, and I said with utter confidence "I 
will mentor your children well next year." They cheered my name, and 
I felt bad for Zach, he didn't get to know what this felt like. With 
a smile I let the Peacekeepers escort me away. 

DISTRICT 2 

Adrienne POV 

"Kill or be killed" That's my motto. At 18 years old, I will finally 
be able to volunteer for the Hunger Games. With my hair down my mid 
back, all straightened nicely, I smiled putting on my pretty white 
dress I always wore for reaping. Today it was my turn. I would 
volunteer this year, like all my siblings before me. Two of them 
died, thanks to their so called friends. My older sister is the only 
one in my family who survived. I'm going to win this year's game 
though. I will be my parents favorite, not her. I'll kill the most 
people, give the best show. I walked out of the room glancing at my 
brothers Metias and Keaton getting ready for their reaping. After the 
games, I would be able to mentor them. I left the house, and I passed 
my oldest sister's house. I don't really like her. She is the only 
one of my family who didn't go into the Hunger Games. 

I walked to my best friends house. Prudence is my only friend. She 
understands me, I don't like my life now, I want to win so I can have 
an even better one. We walked together to the reaping. She knows that 
I'm going to volunteer for the games this year. She accepted that she 
wouldn't win. After all, she broke her wrist and dropped out of the 



training 


The reaping began the way it does every year. The man with strange 
hair picks a name from the bowl. The name for the boys was "Unian 
Lipen." Another boy volunteered in his place. I recognized him as MJ, 
the highest scoring trainee in the Training Center. MJ had blonde 
hair, and piercing blue eyes. He was muscular, almost to the point 
where it didn't look possible. Lots of girls liked him, but he was 
only interested in winning the games. As he walked up to the stage 
confidently, our escort asked him what hi name was. 

"MJ" he said simply. When the escort looked confused he clarified. 
"Everyone just calls me MJ, plus I hate my real name" The escort 
still looked confused, but he turned to the bowl full of girls names. 
I hoped it wasn't me, because someone else would have the chance to 
volunteer. I held my breath ready for the name. 

"Sara Palmer!" the name wasn't me. 

"I volunteer as tribute!" I yell before anyone else can. I marched up 
to the podium, and grabbed the microphone. 

"I'm gonna win these games and make you all proud!" I yelled. The 
crowd cheered my name and I felt like I could rule the world. I would 
show my family who I could be. I let the escort take us away, and I 
gave the crowd one last smile and wave. I was going to win this 
game . 

MJ POV 

The room where we say goodbye to our family and friends was smaller 
than I thought. The only family I have, my younger sister, Emma came 
in, crying of happiness. "Good job M J ! " She said. 

"You can take care of yourself while I'm at the games right?" I asked 
a little concerned. "I won't be gone for too long" I said 
cockily . 

"I'll be fine for a couple of weeks" She said shoving it off. I 
hugged her one last time before I went into the games. The 
peacekeepers came in and took her out . 

"Take care!" I yelled as they took her out. "Continue training!" 

"I will!" She yelled back before the door closed. I fingered the 
secret she gave me. It was a necklace with a cross. Knowing my 
sister, it was something that would kill someone. Sighing I closed my 
eyes and waited for them to come back. 

Well thank you for reading! I had extra time, so I thought I would 
post today instead of Thursday! Your welcome. 

-Brooke 


End 
f ile . 



